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THE MAGAZINE OF THE FLORIDA HUMANITIES COUNCIL

Florida: A place for writers
“It’s both my natural and spiritual home”
—Michael Lister

“The places and spaces that shape us are inseparable
from the people we become”
—A. Manette Ansay

“Elements such as wind, storms, and sunlight are the
sustenance of place and memory”
—Jack E. Davis
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Florida was living up to its name this
spring when about 100 Floridians sat in the garden of the
Governor’s Mansion in Tallahassee to pay tribute to the
winners of the fourth annual Florida Book Awards and
the inaugural Lifetime Literary Achievement Award. The
dogwoods, camellias, and azaleas seemed to have reached
the peak of their bloom in perfect unison. It was one of
those idyllic spring days that even we Floridians can’t take
for granted.
Gathered for the event was an impressive array of Florida’s
literati, along with Secretary of State Kurt Browning and
Gov. Charlie Crist. Together we honored the writers whose
books capture a variety of Florida stories, both fiction and
nonfiction, ranging from a biography of Marjory Stoneman
Douglas to a short story about a rock star who wants to be
buried in his Cadillac.
FHC was especially proud to have created the Lifetime
Literary Achievement Award, which the governor
presented to Mike Gannon. Considered by many to be the
dean of Florida history, Gannon is well known to us. His
work has appeared here in the pages of FORUM, he has
been a fixture at our St. Augustine teachers’ workshops,
and he has served on FHC’s Board of Directors. His
four decades of research and writing forms the canon on
which our state’s history is built. His books remind us that
the telling of history is both an academic and a literary
accomplishment.
Our annual summer book issue features excerpts of this
year’s award-winning books and profiles of their authors.
The stories in this issue, both real and imaginary, provide a
sense of place, capture our history and heritage, and, maybe
most importantly, provide a deeper understanding of who
we are as Floridians.
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By Barbara O’Reilley

W

hen writers describe their favorite
Florida places, they offer insights that are
as intriguing and as varied as Florida itself:
Places can provide sustenance for the spirit,
hold our memories, shape who we are, and help us notice the
changes in ourselves.
They can also be a feast for the senses, as writer Alex
Sanchez illustrates in his description of South Beach: Watching
a “yellow ball of sun” rise from a blue-green sea; savoring a
strawberry-mango salad at a seafront café; seeing artists and
skaters and chiseled models moving about the park and beach;
taking in “a riotous sunset of turquoise, pink, and green”; and
strolling past deco hotels “accompanied by a soundtrack that
changes with each footstep from salsa to jazz, to house, to rock,
to laughter.”
He concludes: “For over 50 years I’ve traveled that stretch
of land and sea, ever surprised by the changes in nature, in man,
and in myself.”
Sanchez is one of several of this year’s Florida Book Award
(FBA) recipients who responded to our question, “What is
your favorite Florida place?”
Novelist A. Manette Ansay writes that when she first
moved to the Miami area, her commute “through concrete,
billboards, strip malls, traffic, trash” made everything seem
“transient, disposable, drained, a mirror reflecting the state of
my own life.”
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But then she began making forays to Florida’s central
interior where she and a friend would fly in gliders over
“straight roads that cut knife-clean between cattle ranches
and snap-bean fields…” This opened a new world for her of
“open space, possibility.”
Ansay writes: “As a novelist, I rely on external detail
for interior characterization, believing that the places and
spaces that shape us are inseparable from the people we
become. My former self would never have been here—aloft,
adrift, unplanned—but my new self, my new life, has already
been shaped by the uncompromised landscape beneath me,
beautiful and bold as any ocean vista.”
Several writers emphasize the impact that Florida’s
natural places have on them. Novelist Michael Lister
describes North Florida as “a wild, untamed place—
backwoods, dirt roads, untouched, unspoiled, in some ways,
unwelcoming. Not unwelcoming enough to those of us who
call it home. It’s both my natural and spiritual home, and I
love it like only a native can.”
Novelist Jonathon King writes of “a point on the
Loxahatchee River in northern Palm Beach County, at the
edge of the Everglades, when time disappears. You ship your
paddle and sit in a canoe in the silence of nature; aware only
of the cluck of an egret, the burble of water moving over a
cypress stump, the kerplunk of a turtle slipping off into the
stream off a downed limb. It is a glimpse of ancient Florida,
true Florida, rich and untouched Florida.”

And writer Chris Kuzneski describes how he sometimes
appreciates Florida by reveling in what it isn’t: “Sometimes when
I’m feeling particularly tense or frustrated after a day of writing,
I like to call my friends up north and ask them about the snow.
Invariably, as they go on and on about the slush and the shoveling
and the charcoal-gray skies, I feel my spirits soar. Not because
of their suffering (well, maybe a little) but because I was smart
enough to move to this sunny paradise that we call home.”
These authors are among the 22 selected (from 104
entries) to receive this year’s medals. The FBA program, now
in its fourth year, is co-sponsored by 10 cultural organizations
across the state (including FHC) and administered by Florida
State University Libraries. The awards, announced each spring
for books published in the previous calendar year, are presented
in seven categories: General Fiction, Florida Nonfiction,
Poetry, Popular Fiction, Spanish Language, Young Adult
Literature, and Children’s Literature.
“We are now the most comprehensive state book awards
program in the nation, and still growing,” FBA Director Wayne
Wiegand said in announcing the medalists.
This issue of FORUM features information about each of
the award recipients—and excerpts from several of the winning
books that relate to Florida.
We also introduce the recipient of the inaugural Lifetime
Literary Achievement Award—Michael Gannon, a renowned

scholar and writer known as the
dean of Florida historians. A versatile
intellectual who began as a sports
reporter in St. Augustine, Gannon
has authored and edited numerous
acclaimed histories. The Gainesville
resident, who is Distinguished
Service Professor of History Emeritus
at the University of Florida, has also written a play and a
historical novel. He was a war correspondent in Vietnam
and is a former Catholic priest.
“We are delighted to congratulate Mike Gannon, and
we are impressed that he was the judges’ unanimous choice
for this prestigious award,” said Janine Farver, FHC executive
director. FHC oversees the nomination process, convenes a
panel of judges, and recommends a winner to the Governor.
Gov. Charlie Crist presented the award to Gannon at a
ceremony in the garden of the Governor’s Mansion on March
24, the same day FBA winners were honored during the state’s
Florida Heritage Awards ceremony. “Our state’s writers create
Florida’s literary landscape and its reputation,” Crist said.
“Historians, journalists, novelists, songwriters, poets, and
storytellers help define our state.”
BARBARA O’REILLEY is FORUM editor.

To read the full descriptions of “Favorite Florida” places by this year’s
award-winning writers, go to FORUM EXTRA! at www.flahum.org.
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a travel guide for
reckless hearts
By N.M. Kelby

M

ason loves airports.
It’s a recent turn of events.
She’d never thought much
about them before. But now,
suddenly, she loves everything about them:
the soothing public announcement system, the
whoosh of the shuttle, and the comforting thud
of luggage as it slides down the baggage claim
chute like a luge. She spends hours walking the
well‑worn carpet in her comfortable shoes and
sensible travel suit, but never gets on a plane.
Unlike most who live in Florida, Mason has
not had plastic surgery. She is not tan. She does
not wear shorts. She never drinks margaritas;
lime irritates her acid reflux. She thinks the
chorus to that song is “Pasted away again in
Margaritaville,” and so she sings it loudly, and a
little off-key, when it seems socially appropriate.
Mason drinks rum and Coke, tall.
“Wards off scurvy,” her husband Peter used
to say. It was his favorite drink. On weekends,
when they both had the time, which wasn’t
often, they would sit on the three-season porch with the
space heater glowing and plan Peter’s return to his “ancestral
homeland” of Florida.
“It beckons,” he often said. Wistful. Peter wasn’t born
in Florida. He just felt a spiritual kinship.
“It was founded by pirates. Ransacked by pirates. Run
by pirates. And, according to the last census, it is still home
to most of the pirates in America. I need to be with my
people.”
Peter was a stockbroker.
“It is the favored profession of all
landlocked pirates,” he’d say at parties,
and then laugh his stockbroker’s
laugh: his “set-them-at-ease”
laugh, his “lull-them” laugh.
Mason loved that laugh.
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“A pirate’s life for me,” she said on their wedding day, and
agreed that, no matter what, a little beach cottage
with deep-water access would eventually be theirs.
They even took a blood oath on it. Peter pricked her
finger with a safety pin.
“This is silly,” Mason said.
“Of course it is.”
Within three years, they spent through her
inheritance, but Peter remained.
“Fooled you, didn’t I?”
He did. And so they decided to have a child.
They named him Tyler and trained him in fencing,
not football. “It’ll come in handy,” Peter told her.
“Piracy is a genetic trait.”
Tyler also became a stockbroker.
The first week that Mason fell in love with
airports, she stopped at the rum bar in Airside E, Casa
Bacardi, to have a drink. When she and Peter flew out
of TPA, she’d never noticed the bar. Of course now,
without distractions, Mason notices a lot of things.
“Tall,” she told the bartender. “Lots of ice. No
lime. Acid reflux.”
The drink arrived sweating profusely. Mason didn’t want
to touch it. She just watched the sweat bead down the side of it
and stain the cardboard coaster.
The bartender finally turned back to her. “How is it?”
he asked. He had those knowing bartender eyes, the smooth
bartender voice, the need to please. He was the kind of
bartender you could tell anything to, comfortable as a couch.
“Way you like it?”
Mason smiled. “Great,” she said softly. The glass continued
to sweat.
“Great,” the bartender said, and turned away to pour
another drink. Mason placed a twenty-dollar bill on the bar and
ran to board her flight. Then did not board.
Mason could have gotten on that flight, and all the others
that she’s booked and rebooked in the past year. She always has a
ticket. Her small carry-on bag always holds a change of wrinkle-

F LORIDA

B OOK

proof clothes,
a flannel
nightgown,
and three pairs
of underwear.
But when her
flight is called
she never gets
on the plane.
No one
ever questions
her. She has
a determined
stride. You’d
never mistake her for wandering aimlessly; she does
n’t look the type. She is a mass of contradictions. Too
young to be retired, but is. If you were to pass her on the
concourse, Mason would look like the kind of person who
knows where she is going and why, but isn’t.
The city Mason is endlessly not going to is Chicago.
She was born there. She and Peter lived their entire
married life there: twenty-eight years. Her only child,
Tyler, still lives there with his wife. At least, Mason thinks
so. The last time she saw him was at Peter’s funeral. He
wouldn’t even look at her.
Yet Mason calls every Sunday. She gets a recording,
but she still calls. At first, she tried to call his office, but he
wouldn’t take her calls. She left messages: “Tell him that
I’m sorry.” The receptionist would only take her number.
After a while, Mason decided to go to his house.
His wife, Pam, stood behind the door and watched her
through the peephole. Mason could smell her perfume.
“Don’t be a shit,” Mason said. But her daughter-in-law
still did not open the door. Mason knocked and knocked
until finally the police arrived and asked her to leave.
“I could hear her breathing,” she told the police
officer.
He shrugged. “Kids are shits,”
he said. “Have three of my own.”
Then he escorted her car out of the
neighborhood.
Despite it all, Mason still calls.
She can’t help herself. Sometimes
she calls on other days: Tuesdays, for
example. At 1 a.m. The recording is
always the same. The woman’s voice
is bright. Lovely. Comforting. Not
judgmental.
“It wasn’t my fault,” Mason
sometimes says. And sometimes says
it over and over again, until the line,
eventually, goes dead.
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If anyone were to ask Mason about Chicago, she could
talk endlessly about lake-effect snow and the subzero tem
peratures that can turn metal brittle, make it snap in your hand.
“But there’s no better shopping in the world than on Michigan
Avenue,” she could sigh. Or “the Berghoff ! How could they
close? What sauerbraten they used to make! And that strudel!”
But no one ever asks. Although, if anyone ever did, Mason
has prepared a few bits of Chicagoan small talk that she knows
have universal appeal. “What are we going to do now that
Marshall Field’s has been sold to Macy’s? How can I get used to
saying, ‘Let’s look at the Christmas windows at Macy’s?’ It just
doesn’t seem right. And Frango Mints! Macy’s Frango Mints? It’s
un-American.”
Mason has problems with change. She knows that. She’s
always known that. She used to like to say that status quo suits
her. She has owned her Saab station wagon since 1992, when she
bought it new. She has worn her hair long since the late seventies.
She has had only one job in her life, at the Factory. She stayed
twenty years and still remembers the smell of that place, that odd
mix of stale urine, industrial solvent, and baby powder.
The Factory is an experimental school for juvenile offenders,
part of the Chicago public school system. “It’s just like teaching
mainstream,” the principal told Mason during her interview,
“except there’s lots of gangbangers and some of them are hard
core, and some of them lifers—and all of them are scam artists.
“Do you think you can deal with someone like that?
Somebody who has elevated lying to an art?”
“I’m married to a stockbroker.”
Mason was hired.
Now, after all these years, she can honestly say that there
are at least four thousand people on this planet who may be
functionally illiterate, who may have killed, raped, or robbed
someone, but who, thanks to her, can recite Carl Sandburg’s
poem “Chicago.”
Mason learned that poem in high school and considers it a
moral compass. To her, it says, “If you are strong, you can be the
master of your own world. You don’t need anyone.” And those
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kids needed to know that, so Mason taught it to every
single student who passed through her doors, even if they
were only there for one day. She’s not sure they’d all thank
her. But, as one of the more promising ones said, “It’s better
than cleaning toilets.”
Relative victories, that’s what Mason used to tell
herself. As a teacher, you live for relative victories.
But, after Peter’s death, she was asked to retire. The
union rep told her that the psych exam came back as “iffy.”
“Iffy?”
“Three days is a long time to wait to call for help,”
he said.
“I have issues with change,” she said.
She was sent home.
Home—she can’t even say the word now, doesn’t know
why. Still, when people ask where her home is, she shrugs
and says, “everywhere,” but still thinks, “Chicago.”
Hog Butcher for the world.
Not much has changed since Carl Sandburg sang its
glories, she tells herself. What was the soul of the city then
is still there.
Mason knows that in the decades that she lived in
Chicago, change did happen. She is not oblivious to
change.
For example, the mayor changed six times, although
two were called Richard Daley, a father and son, both a
little pirate-esque, which was always comforting to Mason.
But everything else about the city, the important
things, stayed the same. Peter’s White Sox are still called
the White Sox. Pizza is always deep-dish thick. Hot dogs
are always covered with celery salt and sport peppers,
unless specifically requested otherwise. And the starched
shirt men still work overtime, still buy rum and cokes, tall,
in plastic cups at the train station for the commute home,
and still, slowly, became strangers to their families.
Building, breaking, rebuilding.
Since Mason arrived in Florida last year, she’s held
seventeen one-way tickets to Chicago; it only costs fifty
dollars each time for her to rebook. She especially loves
the airport late at night, when all the sleepy Chicagoans
just want to take their sunburned bodies home. There’s
something magical about it.
“Airport Kismet,” Mason would sometimes say to the
person next to her. “The romance of travel. Can’t you just
smell it in the air?”

N.M. Kelby
Gold Medal, General Fiction

N.M. Kelby says she identifies with the
title of her book, A Travel Guide for Reckless
Hearts, a collection of short stories set in
Florida. “I am such a reckless heart, I’m
terrifying,” she told a radio interviewer.
Her Travel Guide subjects include a
rock star who wants to be buried in his
Cadillac, a gorgeous woman who refuses to
give up her coyote fur, and a ruthless Girl Kelby
Scout troop willing to do anything to sell
the most P-Nuttles. The stories, she says, are
about “people who are tourists in their own lives.”
A native Floridian, Kelby worked for 20 years in
Minnesota as a performer and television reporter. She writes
both fiction and nonfiction and is passionate about the short
story as an art form, calling it “the new black,” in part because
people don’t have time to read longer works.
She currently is working with country singer Dwight
Yoakam on a movie based on her novel, Whale Season.

From the short story “Relative Victories” in A Travel Guide for Reckless Hearts, © 2009 by N. M. Kelby
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Janet Burroway

A. Manette Ansay

Silver Medal, General Fiction

Bronze Medal, General Fiction

Janet Burroway has written novels, poetry, plays, and
children’s books. But she is perhaps best known for Writing
Fiction, the nation’s most popular creative-writing text, now
in its eighth edition.
Her newest novel Bridge of Sand begins as its heroine
buries her husband, a cancer victim, on September 11, 2001,
just a few miles from the Pennsylvania crash site of the
hijacked Flight 93. She picks up the pieces of her life and
heads south to find her roots. A white woman, she tracks
down an African-American man she’d met as a teenager, and
the two fall in love.
Burroway retired a few years ago and is Robert O.
Lawton Distinguished Professor Emerita at Florida State
University.
“Retirement is not any less arduous
than teaching, but it is more focused,”
she says. “It’s been good to find out that
I was not lying all those years. When I’m
not teaching, I do write more.”
She and her husband, scholar Peter
Ruppert, divide their time between
Florida and Wisconsin.
Burroway

A. Manette Ansay began writing as a New Year’s resolution
on January 1, 1988, after developing a muscle disorder that
required she work sitting down.
Good Things I Wish You, Ansay’s
fifth novel, tells the story of two summer
romances separated in time by more than
150 years: the relationship between pianist
Clara Schumann and her husband’s young
protégé, composer Johannes Brahms; and
the love interest of a 42-year-old recently
divorced woman.
Ansay worked on the book for more
Ansay
than a dozen years, returning to it while
going through her own divorce. Like her Good Things heroine,
she is fascinated with Clara Schumann’s life—and once went
on a date with a German who’d grown up near Leipzig, Clara
Schumann’s birthplace.
“There are more parallels between art and life in this book
than in any fiction I’ve written recently,” Ansay says.
Gliding and flying are among her hobbies. She lives with
her daughter in South Florida and is director of the MFA
program at the University of Miami.

My favorite piece of Florida is a concrete-block bungalow on the
narrow peninsular strip of sand called Alligator Point, on the
Gulf half an hour straight south of Tallahassee…it has been my
recreation, retreat, and private Yaddo for 37 years…
Janet Burroway
Silver Medal, General Fiction

It’s Florida’s central interior that compels me, the rural highways
west of Orlando, straight roads that cut knife-clean between cattle
ranches and snap bean fields, towns complete but without excess. It’s
a landscape both split and defined by contrasts: blue sky and golden
light, bone-dry fields and green flood planes, black and brown cattle
like random decorations, scatterings of small, white egrets...
Manette Ansay
Bronze Medal, General Fiction
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Double Exposure
By Michael Lister

Evening.
Fall. North Florida.
Bruised sky above rusted rim of earth.
Black forest backlit by plum-colored clouds. Receding glow.
Expanding dark.
Deep in the cold woods of the Apalachicola River Basin,
Remington James slowly makes his way beneath a canopy of
pine and oak and cypress trees along a forest floor of fallen pine
straw, wishing he’d worn a better jacket, his Chippewa snake
boots slipping occasionally, unable to find footing on the slick
surface.
Above him, a brisk breeze whistles through the branches,
swaying the treetops in an ancient dance, raining down dead
leaves and pine needles.
It’s his favorite time of day in his favorite time of year,
his family’s hunting lease his favorite place to hide from the
claustrophobia of small-town life increasingly closing in on him.
Screams.
He hears what sounds like human screams from a great
distance away, but can’t imagine anyone else is out here and
decides it must be an animal or the type of aural illusion
that occurs so often when he’s alone this deep in the
disorienting woods.
Still, it unnerves him. Especially when…
There it is again.
Doesn’t sound like any animal he’s ever heard,
and he finds it far more disquieting than any
sound he’s ever encountered out here.
It’s not a person, he tells himself. It’s not.
Can’t be. But even if it were, you’d never be able
to find anyone out here.
The sound stops…and he continues.
Use your senses. All of them.
See. Really see.
Imagine.
See not what is, but what
might be.
Attempting to brush aside all
thoughts of someone screaming
in pain, he wills himself to
focus his full attention on the
reason he’s here.

My Florida is a wild, untamed place—backwoods, dirt roads,
untouched, unspoiled, in some ways, unwelcoming. Not
unwelcoming enough to those of us who call it home. It’s both my
natural and spiritual home, and I love it like only a native can.
My Florida is a place of sunshine and shadow, darkness and
light, heat and humidity, beauty and danger, a place of crackers
and snowbirds, shotgun houses and beachfront mansions—an
environment of great risk and great reward.
Michael Lister
Bronze Medal, General Fiction

New camera still carefully stowed away in the
Tamrac sling pack strapped to his back, he has no
thought of withdrawing it until he can see the images he
wants to capture in his mind. Photography, at least the
kind he’s attempting to practice, is not about snapping a
lot of pictures, but what he’s able to visualize before he
ever picks up his camera.
Recently returning to this art form, he’s been slow
to adopt digital technology, and the temptation is to
click away in the name of testing his new
equipment, but he’s determined to be
disciplined. Anyone can press a button and
snap a picture. His ambition is to be an
artist.
In his youth, he had experimented
with a variety of art forms—at differing
times, he was going to be Kerouac,
Hemingway, Goddard, Picasso—but
was continually drawn back to the
immediacy of photography.
Wildlife photographer,
photojournalist, war
correspondent, paparazzi, even
portraitist, but life laughs at the
plans we make, and the dreams
and ambitions of youth quickly
morph into the embarrassing
memories of adulthood.

From Double Exposure, © 2009 by Michael Lister
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Michael Lister

Ana Menendez

Bronze Medal, General Fiction

Bronze Medal, General Fiction

A versatile artist, Michael Lister writes
fiction and essays, works in film and drama,
and pursues “the lost art of air guitar,” he says.
Lister is a former prison chaplain whose
experiences inform his “Blood” series about
a prison preacher who is also a detective.
Another series of novels features Jimmy
“Soldier” Riley, who is a Panama City private
investigator during World War II.
Double Exposure,
a departure from these
series, is a literary thriller
whose protagonist
ruminates about his most
important relationships
while fleeing for his life
through a North Florida
swamp. The story also
Lister
evokes the wonder and
mystery of the wilderness
and the creatures that live in it.
“It’s my love letter to wild North
Florida,” the author says in a blog about the
book.
Lister, who lives on a lake in the region
he portrays in his fiction, also teaches college,
operates a charity, and works in a community
theater.

Ana Menendez, the daughter of Cuban exiles, writes
about combat journalism in The Last War, another milestone
book in her international career.
“Think Casablanca,” O Magazine said about the book.
“The Last War is a seductive meditation on the end of desire.
The terrible violence at the end of love.”
Menendez, who was born in Los
Angeles, started work in 1991 as a
journalist in the United States and abroad,
including a stint as a columnist for the
Miami Herald. She lived in Cairo as a
2008–2009 Fulbright Fellow, and has lived
in New Delhi and Istanbul, where The Last
War is set.
Menendez
Menendez is the author of two
previous works of fiction: a novel, Loving Che, and a short
story collection, In Cuba I Was a German Shepherd. The latter
was named a 2001 New York Times Notable Book of the Year.
Its title story won a Pushcart Prize.
Menendez lives in Miami and Amsterdam, and is working
on another book.
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FLORIDA NONFICTION
His fascination with the Everglades
led to writing a biography
of the woman who made them famous
By Jon Wilson

Jack Davis developed
an affinity for the Everglades
during the camping trips he
took there as an adolescent.
The Florida native first read
Marjory Stoneman Douglas’s
River of Grass while lying on
his back in a tent.
Years later, his love affair
with the Glades was rekindled
when he was a traveling
salesman crisscrossing Florida,
reveling in its natural beauty
and the wonder of this unique watery ecosystem.
Eventually, the lure of the Glades and his deepening
interest in the life of the woman who made them famous
led to his comprehensive biography of her—An Everglades
Providence: Marjory Stoneman Douglas and the American
Environmental Century—and this year’s Florida Book
Awards gold medal.
“I suppose that I was able to spend so much time with
Marjory Stoneman Douglas because I found her endlessly
interesting. Something new in her life continually appeared
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to sustain my fascination with her,” Davis
says. “Additionally, she is such a complex
and sui generis individual that trying to
sort out her life and who she was forced
me to think and rethink her,” he said.
Davis, an associate professor of
history at the University of Florida,
took a circuitous route to get where he
is today. In 1974, after graduating from Davis
a Pinellas County high school, he went
straight into the Navy and served for five years. Then he earned
a bachelor’s degree in political science at the University of
South Florida St. Petersburg. After that, he held a succession of
jobs—working as a salesman of men’s suits, a bartender, and an
auto- and marine-diesel mechanic.
He spent five years traveling the state selling specialty
fasteners and custom-injected molded plastic components—
and then experienced an epiphany. “When I hit that milestone
year of 30, I knew I had to find another profession,” he says.
So it was back to college, this time as a graduate student
at USF St. Petersburg, where he earned a master’s degree in
history. He continued his studies at Brandeis University and
received his Ph.D. in history there in 1994.
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In Florida, natural elements such as wind, storms, and sunlight are the sustenance of place and memory…[Driving, I would
see] cabbage palms, saw palmettoes, Indian blanket flowers, citrus stands, and familiar names on road signs. But I would not
find home until I stopped, stepped out, and felt a light buffeting on the ears and sensed the steady portage of salt and sea life and
coolness on the air. My connection to place seems particularly keen on windy nights when I become alert to palm fronds rattling
in discordant time with other tree foliage or to clouds like clipper ships sailing across the peninsula from the Gulf to the Atlantic.
JACK E. DAVIS
Gold Medal, Florida Nonfiction

Davis says he chose to specialize in history rather than
political science because “I was always drawn to the art in
history more than the science in political science. History
allows breathing room for creativity, within certain scholarly
limits, of course, but with opportunity for the right brain to
partner with the left.”
Writing is one of his passions, and his revision process is
intense. He may spend hours crafting a single sentence. The
first paragraph in An Everglades Providence “was a two- or
three-year project,” Davis says.
The entire book took 10 years, although he didn’t
work on it full-time. During that period, Davis published
three other books, renovated three houses, married, and
became a father. He and his wife, criminal appeals attorney

Sonya Rudenstine, and their 4½-year-old daughter Willa Mae
Davis Rudenstine are Gainesville residents who spend summer
months in Harrisville, New Hampshire.
At UF, he works with students whose interests lie in
southern, civil rights, and environmental history.
“Writing is what excites me most about history, being
able to tell a story but without losing sight of the interpretive
qualities of the discipline,” Davis says. “Weaving analysis into
storytelling is part of the creative part. The other part is the
presentation, all the way down to a single sentence and word.”
Jon Wilson, a retired Florida journalist, is a frequent contributor to
FORUM.
To listen to an interview with Jack Davis,
go to FORUM EXTRA! at www.flahum.org.

“Music…gives a soul to the universe, wings to the mind, flight to the imagination…
and life to everything.”
—Plato

The Hess Conservatory of Music
The premiere institution for private musical studies in southern Florida
Accepting students of all ages for piano, voice, guitar, sax and most instruments.
Summer programs available. For career, therapy and fun.
Located in Miami since 1955.
www.hessmusic.com (305) 668-9685
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FLORIDA NONFICTION
E x cerpt fro m :

Florida Cowboys: Keepers of the
Last Frontier
By Carlton Ward Jr.

Through my photographs of cowboys and ranches across the state,
I hope to share a vision of what is at stake as we change the face of Florida. I would like people to feel what
it’s like to follow the tracks of a bobcat down a sandy trail, to gasp at the surprise of a buck bounding over a
palmetto patch, to hear the call of the owl from a mossy oak, to marvel at flocks of cranes as they glide out
of sight, or to look into the eyes of a Florida cattleman as he peers out over the land that has hewn him and
that he, in turn, protects.
Book forward by Patrick D. Smith

T

here’s more to Florida than beaches
and theme parks. There’s a whole different
world out there, but you have to get off the
main highways to find it. It’s cattle country, and
it probably gets fewer human footprints in one year than
Disney World gets in five minutes.
Florida is this country’s first cattle state—not the
Southwest or West, but here. There are still today, large and
small, some 15,500 cattle ranches in Florida. One of them
is the largest beef producer in the nation, and six are in the
top ten.
Cattle ranches are Florida’s protectors of the natural
land and wildlife. Go far out on a ranch and you will see
sandhill cranes and egrets and herons and grackles and
doves and eagles and dozens more, as well as deer and
raccoons and rabbits and squirrels, and maybe a native
Florida panther.
Florida ranch country is still a place where families
live together, work together, share together, laugh together,
cry together, love together, and die together—always with
family first. It is the keeper of our Florida pioneer heritage
and of our American heritage too.
Florida ranch country—may you last forever!

PATRICK D. SMITH, author of the classic Florida novel, A Land
Remembered, is an honoree in the Florida Artists Hall of Fame. He
is one of several prominent Floridians who wrote essays in Carlton
Ward’s Florida Cowboys.
To listen to an interview with Patrick Smith,
go to FORUM EXTRA! at www.flahum.org.
Text and images from Florida Cowboys: Keepers of the Last Frontier,
© 2009 by Carlton Ward Jr.
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My favorite place in Florida is far away and close by. It’s far enough from the highways and houses that the only sounds you
hear are wind, water, and wildlife, and maybe quiet human voices carrying from pastures, canoes, or campfires. This place is
many places and is definitely my favorite place when I am there.
Carlton Ward Jr.
Silver Medal, Florida Nonfiction

Carlton Ward Jr.
Silver Medal, Florida Nonfiction

Facing page: At top, branding cattle at the Adams
Ranch, St. Lucie County; at bottom, angus cattle
grazing on rye and oats near Madison in North Florida.

An eighth-generation Floridian from a pioneer
ranching family, Carlton Ward Jr. celebrates an enduring
legacy in Florida Cowboys: Keepers of the Last Frontier.
“I learned when I went away to college in North
Carolina that people from other states didn’t know we
had ranches in Florida,” Ward says. “They didn’t know
that Florida has six of the top ten
beef ranches in the nation.”
His book documents this
important part of Florida’s culture
with essays by experts on Florida’s
Cracker and ranching heritage
and with his photos of cowboys,
ranches, cattle, rodeos, and more.
His photos also feature the state’s
Ward
natural environment and wildlife—
which he works to protect and preserve through the
Legacy Institute for Nature & Culture (LINC), a
nonprofit organization he founded for conservation
communications.
A photojournalist with graduate training in ecology
and anthropology, Ward has also produced The Edge
of Africa, a book documenting life at the edge of the
African continent. He lives in Tampa.

This page: At top, some pastures at the J Seven Ranch
are intentionally flooded as part of an Everglades
conservation program. At center, a cowboy drives a
herd across native palmetto prairie, Sarasota County.
At bottom, a bobcat prowls on the Hendrie Ranch and
a great egret stalks through grasses at Buck Island
Ranch, both in Highlands County.
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Naples Waterfront: Changes in Time
By Todd T. Turrell

T

he land we live on in Naples was
County, I found fossils of prehistoric horse teeth mixed with
born under the sea. A primary rock formation
dugong bones (ancient manatee) and shark teeth from when
beneath the earth is Tamiami Limestone,
sea level was significantly higher. These were millions of years
formed some six million years ago. The
different in age, yet sat next to each other in the steam bed.
limestone and other kinds of rock and sediment are a result
During colder periods, much more of the Earth’s surface
of marine deposition
water was frozen in the
during periods when
polar ice caps, and this
Naples and, at times,
caused the sea level to
the entire southern
be lower…Scientific data
peninsula of Florida
suggest water levels were
was underwater.
more than 150 feet lower
Marine sediments
10,000 years ago when the
settled to the sea
first Paleo-Indians would
floor from the warm
have been wandering
ocean or were formed
down our coast. With the
as a result of marine
shallow slope offshore
organisms living
in the Gulf of Mexico,
on the bottom,
this ancient shoreline is
A sports fishing trip in the Naples area in the early 1900s.
as observed in
roughly 80 miles offshore.
the shellfish and coral you can discover in local rock. As
Consequently, the remains of the earliest encampments
recently as 100,000 years ago, Naples was underwater with a
along the prehistoric beach are now underwater many miles
sea level 25 feet higher than it is today.
into the Gulf. This is an interesting prospect for marine
The first humans to explore our
archaeologists, since artifacts could be well
shoreline likely were groups of Paleopreserved under layers of marine sediment.
Indians, nomadic hunting clans following
I once found a water-worn pot shard on
mastodons and other game into what is
the beach in Naples, entirely smoothed
currently Florida. They arrived at the end
and rounded by the surf, which could
of the last ice age. Colder temperatures
have washed up from a Native American
and a lower sea level allowed migration
settlement located in deeper water.
across an ice bridge connecting what is
While 10,000 years ago seems like a
now Russia with the Aleutian Island chain
long time, it is actually quite recent from a
of western Alaska. Mastodons were small
geological perspective. Two to three million
elephants accustomed to cold temperatures,
years earlier, the sea level was so high that
much colder than we live in today. At
most of south Florida was under water. It is
times, other animals existed here, including
amazing to think that the “land” where we
camels, horses, and giant armadillos. It is
now live has been home to a great variety
difficult to imagine these animals roaming
of marine life, including coral reefs and the
around the Naples area, but their fossils
megalodon shark. An area of exception was
are commonly found. John Pulling, whose
the higher ground of the Lake Wales Ridge,
Detail from a map, circa 1776, of
the Naples Coast by Thomas Jefferys,
family settled in Naples in the early 1900s,
located in Central Florida, which would
Geographer to His Majesty (London). From
once showed me a mastodon vertebra he
have then existed as a series of islands in a
the collection of John Wanklyn.
picked up when the area around Tin City
warm, tropical sea. Species evolved on this
was being dredged prior to World War II. On a recent
ridge that cannot be found anywhere else in Florida, nor
trip to the Peace River, which is north of us in Charlotte
anywhere else on the surface of the Earth.
Text and images from Naples Waterfront: Changes in Time, © 2009 by Todd T. Turrell
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At right: Collier County Sheriff’s Deputy
Roy Atkins is pictured with moonshine
confiscated during Prohibition.
Below: The changing face of Marco Island—
from natural terrain prior to the 1960s, to
dredged and fully developed in 2009.

Todd T. Turrell
Bronze Medal, Florida Nonfiction

When Todd T. Turrell was teaching beginners how to fly
airplanes in the late 1970s, a couple of “seemingly nice guys”
asked him if he would like to make more than $20,000 for a
night’s work hauling cargo from Jamaica to Florida. Fear and
good sense kept him from accepting—but that and many
experiences during his career as an engineer along Florida
waterfronts have made for some great stories.
Turrell recounts many of them in his Naples Waterfront:
Turrell
Changes in Time, along with the history of the coast from
ancient to modern times, photographs, antique maps, and aerial photos.
Turrell has a degree in ocean engineering, a keen interest in natural history,
and a professional eye for the impact humans have had along the coast. He
is president of Turrell, Hall & Associates, Inc., a marine and environmental
consulting firm specializing in waterfront and environmentally sensitive sites in
Florida and the Caribbean. The company has projects around the world.
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P O E T RY

Denise Duhamel

Campbell McGrath

Peter Meinke

Gold Medal, Poetry

Silver Medal, Poetry

Bronze Medal, Poetry

Epic poems are not considered
fashionable in the contemporary world
of American letters, but Campbell
McGrath decided to write one anyway.
Shannon tells the story of the
youngest member of the famous
Lewis and Clark
expedition, one
George Shannon.
He was a teenager
who, separated
from the main
party, wandered the
prairie alone for 16
days. To research
McGrath
the story, McGrath
roamed the back roads of Nebraska and
South Dakota, the territory Shannon
traveled, and absorbed the ambience.
McGrath, who won silver in last
year’s Florida Book Awards poetry
category, admits Shannon is “not cutting
edge.” But he told the South Florida
Sun-Sentinel’s Chauncey Mabe: “I kind
of don’t care.”
McGrath teaches creative writing
at Florida International University
and lives in Miami with his wife and
two sons.

Denise Duhamel’s poetry has an
interesting effect: First it teases out a
smile, then it works the brain.
In Ka-Ching! she touches on
an eclectic array of subjects: people
nervous about flying since 9/11, friends
discussing who
might die first in a
horror movie, and
middle-aged people
suffering angst in
retirement. Her
words often hide
surprises, like a trick
peanut can with
Duhamel
a pop-up snake—
which she also references in a poem
called “Repeat.”
Duhamel loves Hollywood—the
Florida version—and prefers the
Hollywood Beach Diet of fried dough
and soft-serve ice cream to the South
Beach Diet.
An associate professor at Florida
International University in Miami,
Duhamel teaches creative writing,
poetry, and literature. She is the
recipient of a National Endowment for
the Arts fellowship.

Prolific Peter Meinke has
published 14 books of poems, seven
in the prestigious Pitt Poetry Series.
He has won two poetry fellowships
from the National Endowment for the
Arts. And his poems have appeared
in the Atlantic,
New Yorker, and
New Republic
magazines.
Lines from
Neuchâtel is the
35th anniversary
edition of Meinke’s
acclaimed classic,
Meinke
which muses upon
an idyllic time the poet and his family
spent in Switzerland. The anniversary
edition features new poems by Meinke
and new drawings by his wife, Jeanne, a
pen-and-ink artist.
A longtime director of the
writing workshop at Eckerd College
in St. Petersburg, Meinke has also been
a “writer in residence” at other colleges
and universities. He was appointed the
first Poet Laureate of St. Petersburg
in 2009.

It’s a small, bohemian neighborhood, populated by artists, sculptors, potters, actors, writers, teachers, with the occasional eccentric
lawyer and businessman to keep us out of trouble. Turning sharp left after the arch, you drive under interlocked ancient oaks along
Wildwood Lane and, on the corner of Wildwood and Bay, arrive at the house that has kept us in Florida for over 40 years.
Peter Meinke
Bronze Medal, Poetry

To listen to an interview with Campbell McGrath, go to FORUM EXTRA! at www.flahum.org.
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the neighborhoods of my past sorrow
By Jesse Millner

On the west coast of Florida
I see cattle egrets on a young cypress,
the branches weighed down
with all that white.
If you know me, you’ll say
I’m already thinking of angels, and you’re right:
Those birds bring dreams of luminous
bodies and constellations where
it never rains the way it does here,
the afternoon downpours that cleanse
this world of egret and alligator,
Home Depot and outlet mall,
asphalt and wetland stretching out
from the end of Ben Hill Griffin road,
a long green filled with the voices
of oak toads calling out to each other
with the kind of love
that brings music to the tall grass,
the slash pines, the bony cypress,
the knee deep slush
that reflects back the stuttered
beat of southern constellations.
We are here listening for the frogs,
harbingers of lost ecosystems,
the first to leave when the noise
of gravel trucks overwhelms,
the first to stop singing
when the mall opens near the interstate.
We are searching for the ones who remain,
who call out to each other
in this humid night
and wait for the voice
that means love is still possible
even at this late moment
when the construction for the Summit
Church eats away at that stretch
of cabbage palm and hammock
where we hear
the leopard frog’s
high-pitched invitation.

Small amphibians, one webbed foot
on land, another in water
like those long-ago creatures
that Darwin envisioned crawling
from the ancient soup.
Soon the frogs will have Christians
for neighbors and every Sunday
their mating calls will be drowned
out by hymns to that almighty god,
the one who gave us dominion
over the birds and the fishes,
the one who gave us the notion of original sin
and a long fall, an idea I’ve always resisted
as I drive from outlet mall to grocery store.

Jesse Millner
Bronze Medal, Poetry

As a freshman at the University of
Virginia, Jesse Millner began writing
poems—a process that involved
depression, “an acute longing for a
girlfriend,” and booze.
“I drank, listened to depressing
music, and wrote from that place of
sorrow I’d always cultivated but could
more easily reach
with beer and
bourbon,” he wrote
in an essay. Later he learned he could write
without alcohol and has done so for more than
20 years.
He has produced five books of poetry, and
a sixth is due out soon. He has also published
work in several literary magazines. The
Neighborhoods of My Past Sorrow is his first full- Millner
length collection.
The poems reveal “the daring of his mind and the intimacy
of his heart’s articulation,” wrote John Dufresne, FBA gold medal
winner last year for general fiction.
Millner teaches at Florida Gulf Coast University and lives with
his wife, Lyn, and dog, Sam, in Fort Myers.
From The Neighborhoods of my Past Sorrow, © 2009 by Jesse Millner
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Check out FHC’s new
Facebook page

Seeking nominations for
FHC’s Board

It’s brand new (and quite colorful)—and
we hope you’ll join us there. Our new
Facebook page is a place for conversation,
a place where we can keep in touch, a
place where you can share your thoughts
with us and with other folks interested in
Florida. We would love to hear from you.
Please take a minute to log-on at www.
facebook.com/floridahumanitiescouncil
and become a fan (or a “liker,” in Facebook
parlance) and join the conversation!

Four positions will be open on FHC’s
Board of Directors for three-year terms
starting September 2010. The board,
which meets three times a year, sets policy,
evaluates grant proposals, participates
in fundraising activities, and promotes
FHC activities. Each member also serves
on a taskforce that meets annually.
Nominations must be received by August
31. For more information, contact
Executive Director Janine Farver at
jfarver@flahum.org.

FHC store partners with
Florida Historical Society
Shop FHC’s online store for great deals on items including
books, DVDs, and CDs on everything Florida. Starting this
summer, FHC is partnering with the Florida Historical Society
to offer books that explore such Florida topics as the Civil War,
Tristán de Luna, and Mary McLeod Bethune. In addition to
books on Florida history and culture, our expanding inventory
includes Cracker Westerns and books on food and cooking.
Shop now and receive free shipping on all orders of $40 or
more! www.flahum.org/store.

New grants available for
“Florida 2013” Initiative
In 2013 Floridians will commemorate the 500th anniversary
of Ponce de León’s 1513 landing and the centuries-old
relationship between Florida and Spain. The FHC Grants
program announces the release of two Requests for Proposals
under its new “Florida 2013” Initiative. This historic
anniversary offers an opportunity to work toward a deeper
understanding of both the historical context and the cultural
significance of Florida’s ongoing relationship with Spain.
Scholars may apply for grants to create public programs
and/or resources. Florida colleges, universities, and other
nonprofit educational or cultural institutions may apply for
a grant to develop a multi-day, interdisciplinary statewide
conference. The conference is intended to engage a diverse
audience that, in addition to academics, may include teachers,
cultural institutions, and the general public. Deadline to apply
for these grants is July 30, 2010.
For more information about this initiative and other currently
available grants, go to www.flahum.org/grants.
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www.flahum.org/calendar
Here are some highlights of the hundreds of free public events sponsored by FHC around the state. Dates
and times are subject to change, and new events are continually added. For complete, up-to-date listings, go
to www.flahum.org/calendar.
STATEWIDE—Tune in throughout the summer
to “Florida Frontiers”, the radio magazine of the
Florida Historical Society. The weekly half-hour
programs, produced with support from FHC,
explore Florida’s past and its relevance today
through interviews and features about Florida
people, places, and events.
Topics range from entertaining features (like
the Mosquito Beaters Annual Gathering) to
substantive historical issues (Florida’s role in the
Cuban Missile Crisis). Listeners are introduced
to such Florida writers as Patrick Smith and
Stetson Kennedy, taken to events like the Zora
Neale Hurston Festival, and introduced to such
places as Historic Pensacola Village and the Old
Custom House in Key West.

KEY BISCAYNE—September 10 at noon,
Historic Virginia Key Beach Park: Historian
Anthony Dixon discusses Florida’s Black
Seminoles at an outdoor luncheon.

CHIPLEY—September 25 at 1pm, Country
Oaks Fire Department: Bay County residents
are invited to share their stories, artifacts,
photos, and memories of the area.

DELAND—September 19 at 3pm,
Museum of Florida Art: A community
orchestra performs a new work written
by Florida composer Robert Kerr to
complement the museum’s “Legendary
Florida” collection. Narration by Florida
historian Gary Mormino.

Programs can be downloaded at www.
myfloridahistory.org/frontiers or heard on
the following stations: WUWF Pensacola,
WJCT Jacksonville, WMFE Orlando,
WFIT Melbourne, and WQCS Fort Pierce.

These paintings in the “Legendary Florida” collection by artist Jackson Walker depict scenes from Florida
history: at left, the Americans crossing the Georgia border into Spain’s Florida, 1818; at right, botanist
William Bartram explores the East Florida wilderness, 1774.

TALLAHASSEE—July 16 to October 10—
The Museum of Florida History is hosting
“NASA | ART: 50 Years of Exploration,”
showcasing more than 70 works from the
NASA Art Program and featuring such
artists as Norman Rockwell, Andy Warhol,
Robert Rauschenberg, William Wegman,

and Annie Leibovitz. To complement this
exhibition, FHC is supporting three free
public lectures at the museum:
July 22 at 6:30pm—Pat Duggins, news
director of Alabama Public Radio, tells stories
from his 24 years as space correspondent
for WMFE radio in Orlando and describes
cultural developments that space exploration
has inspired.

August 19 at 6:30pm—Tom Crouch, senior
curator at the National Air & Space Museum
in Washington, D.C., discusses the worldrenowned artists featured in the exhibition.
September 16 at 6:30pm—Harold Kroto,
Florida State University Eppes Professor of
Chemistry and Nobel Laureate, discusses his
experiences as a space scientist, his art, and his
research in radioastronomy and nano-science.

Skylab, 1973, watercolor on paper
by Peter Hurd
“NASA | ART 50 Years of Exploration” was
organized by the Smithsonian Institution
Traveling Exhibition Service and the National
Aeronautics and Space Administration in
cooperation with the Smithsonian National
Air and Space Museum.

Gemini Launch Pad, 1964, watercolor on paper by James Wyeth
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The many facets of Gannon’s life
enrich his writing and teaching
By Jon Wilson

S

Photo: Florida State Archives

Photo by Carlton Ward Jr.

urrounded
Zora Neale Hurston,
by books and
who had yet to become a
the laurels of a
literary icon, was a paper-route
distinguished
customer for Mike Gannon. He
academic career, Michael
also worked at a grocery store.
Gannon chatted casually
And for no pay, the 130-pound
about his background and
center on the Academy football
his unusual path toward
team went to work covering
scholarship, teaching, and
games for Harvey Lopez, sports
literary success. Then, out of
editor of the St. Augustine
the blue, he made a startling
Record.
confession:
When Lopez was drafted
“I was a very bad
to help the war effort, publisher
student. I was a dropout
A.H. Tebault put Gannon in
because I was bored with
charge of the sports page—
school,” said the acclaimed
still at no salary, but with
scholar now known as the
responsibility for a column
“dean of Florida historians.”
called “Out of the Huddle,
Gannon, 83, recently
with Mike Gannon.”
Michael Gannon at the Lifetime Literary Achievement Award ceremony in the
received the inaugural
Father Joseph Devaney,
garden of the Governor’s Mansion on March 24.
Florida Lifetime Literary
assistant pastor at the cathedral
Achievement Award for his broad range of work in nonfiction,
in St. Augustine, offered the fledgling writer a helping
fiction, and drama. A former Catholic priest and civil rights
hand. “He told me not to use so many adjectives and
activist, he became one of the most influential professors at the
adverbs, and to read Red Smith in the New York Daily
University of Florida. “He has taught so many people who have
Tribune, that he was ‘the finest English language stylist we
gone on to lead Florida in so many areas: politics, academics,
have in this country today,’” Gannon said.
law, business,” said Kathleen Deagan, one of his former students
The priest even spent some of his meager salary to
and a distinguished Florida archaeologist.
buy Gannon a subscription to the Tribune so the young
But the world of academics did not attract the young Mike
man could read the sports
Gannon. He grew up in St. Augustine during World War II,
columnist on a regular basis. “It’s
when the education on the streets was much more interesting
one of the kindest things anyone
than the book learning in staid St. Joseph Academy, the
ever did. He has remained a hero
Catholic school he attended.
all my life,” said Gannon, who
He and his two brothers were raised by their mother, Mary
still mists up at the memory of
Lee Ayers Gannon, who drove to Florida from Washington,
the priest’s thoughtfulness.
D.C., in a Ford V8 after her husband, career Army officer
Gannon also became a
Michael V. Gannon , died of an infection at age 44. The nation’s
sports announcer, broadcasting
capital was too expensive for a service widow with children,
play-by-play for big-time college
and Mary Gannon intended to try Florida, stopping at the first
football games in the South for
Florida town she and her children liked. It turned out to be St.
radio stations in St. Augustine;
Augustine.
Greenwood, S.C.; and Columbia,
There, the young Mike Gannon rubbed elbows with author
S.C.
Marjorie Kinnan Rawlings and her husband Norton Baskin,
“I just put school out of my
who lived in the Castle Warden Hotel. Rawlings, a Pulitzer
mind, much to the distress of my
Prize winner for her novel The Yearling, liked to visit the lending
mother,” he said. “But I finally
library operated by Gannon’s mother on Aviles Street.
wised up.”
The Castle Warden Hotel, where writer Marjorie Kinnan
Rawlings lived in St. Augustine.
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The catalyst for this came
weren’t any. He seated us. We
in the form of Havilah Babcock,
had lunch. We integrated it
an outdoorsman, writer, and
very quietly. We were treated
scholar who appeared as a guest
very courteously, and the other
on Gannon’s radio show. The
patrons paid us no mind.”
two hit it off, especially after
The incident was never
the professor learned that Col.
publicized. “I did my best in a
Harold P. Sheldon, a famous
covert way,” Gannon said.
outdoors writer, had given
In 1967, he returned to the
Gannon a 20-gauge shotgun.
University of Florida, signing
Babcock, chair of the
on to teach both religion and
University of South Carolina
history. He also became pastor
English Department, took
of the student parish, making
The civil rights “wade in” at St. Augustine Beach in 1964.
an interest in the young
him both a full-time professor
sports announcer and persuaded him to take a course. This
and a full-time chaplain. Eventually, he chose to concentrate on
experience so engaged Gannon that he began an educational
academics, leaving the priesthood in 1976.
adventure that took him to bachelor’s and master’s degrees
Gannon estimates that he taught more than 16,000
from The Catholic University of America.
students during his academic career. In 1979 the University
Next came a theology degree from the Universite de
of Florida Foundation asked alumni to choose their most
Louvain in Belgium. Gannon was ordained a priest in 1959.
influential professor. The alumni chose Gannon, an honor that
Then the church sent him to the University of
still moves him. “Next to this [Lifetime Literary
Florida to get a Ph.D. in any subject he chose.
Achievement Award], it is the most precious
“I just put school
He received his doctorate in history in 1962.
thing that ever happened to me,” he said.
That same year, the church sent Gannon
What’s next? Gannon is working on a book,
out of my mind,
to the opening session of the Second Vatican
but as is his custom, he will not reveal the subject.
much to the
Council—and back to St. Augustine to take
“An old saying among writers is that the book you
charge of the Mission of Nombre de Dios, the
talk about is the book that won’t get finished.”
distress of
site of the first permanent Catholic mission
Gannon writes his books the old-fashioned
my mother
in the United States, founded in 1565. It was
way, putting pen to paper rather than using a
the perfect job: Gannon’s hometown was
computer. “It will ruin my reputation, but with
but I finally
preparing for its 400th anniversary; and the
this recognition from the Florida Humanities
wised up.”
Spanish colonial era was one of his academic
Council, and from the state of Florida, I think
specialties.
I can stop apologizing to my computer geek
The celebration years of 1964–65 also
friends. I have always composed with ballpoint
set a high-profile stage for civil rights leaders. Gannon wanted pens and a yellow pad. It’s as though when I write, I feel the
to help, but he had to be discreet because church authorities
words and I follow the rhythm,” he said. “It helps, as Father
had forbidden clergy to take part in demonstrations. “I tried to Devaney said, to keep my writing lean.”
keep the peace, and keep people from getting hurt during the
Now he and Genevieve Haugen, his wife of 31 years—
marches,” Gannon said.
Gannon calls her Gigi—live in Gainesville’s comfortable
Perhaps his biggest success was the quiet integration
Brywood subdivision. Five minutes from the University of
of the Ponce de Leon Motor Lodge, where Mrs. Malcolm
Florida campus, it is a neighborhood of gently rolling hills,
Peabody, wife of a retired Episcopal bishop and the mother
massive oaks, and, in early spring, azalea bushes exploding in
of the Massachusetts governor,
bursts of magenta.
had been arrested while
It seems the perfect setting for
demonstrating. Twelve days after
the university’s Distinguished Service
that incident, Gannon and three
Professor of History Emeritus—who
African-American couples went
once was tired of school.
to eat at the lodge’s segregated
restaurant.
JON WILSON, a retired Florida
“The manager said, ‘Father
journalist, is a frequent contributor
to FORUM.
Gannon, we don’t want any
trouble,’” Gannon recalled.
“I said, ‘Neither do we. We
just want lunch.’ The manager
looked outside to see if there
were anyone like reporters or
Gannon at the University of Florida in 2006.
To listen to an interview with Michael Gannon,
go to FORUM EXTRA! at www.flahum.org.
protestors there, and there
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Moon Water Madness
By Glynn Marsh Alam

“I

t’ll be dark soon,” Pasquin leaned back in
the rocker and shut his eyes. “Might even be a full
moon out. You checked the date?”
“You have to look at today’s paper to know
what day it is?” I asked, stretching back in my own rocker and
watching two squirrels chase each other into the trees across the
road from my front porch. Florida was lazy in the deep summer,
the blanket of humidity covering us like an invisible veil,
welcome after the May drought. I didn’t wait for the old man’s
answer. He was rocking gently now, smiling as he pushed his
straw hat over his face. “Doesn’t matter if there is a full moon or
not,” I said. “You’d find your way home in total pitch black.”
He stopped rocking. “Somebody just docked at your
landing.”
I stared at him. His hat covered his eyes. How did this
eighty-plus old man sense a boat had pulled up to my landing
that was hidden by a solid summer growth of trees?
“How do you know?”
“Heard the motor. Didn’t you?”
I listened, wondering if my eardrums had gone bad. The
scene in front of me sat undisturbed, until a bird flew from
a bush and a young girl with the face of a time-worn woman
walked from the trees onto the dirt drive in front of the house.
I stood up, letting the rocker sway against the back of
my shins. In my lifetime in this swamp, I thought I knew
everybody. This girl was a stranger. Her dark-circled eyes looked
hollow. Her hair, long and dirty blond, lay tangled about her
bony shoulders. I couldn’t tell if it was wind blown or just
uncombed. She looked like she needed a good meal.
She stopped suddenly when she caught my image through
the screen. The toes of her ragged slip-ons hit the sandy earth
and sent it flying a short distance in front of her.
“Are you Miss Luanne Fogarty?” she asked in a loud, heavy
voice. She stared without blinking.
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“I am,” I said, wondering about the antiquated use of “Miss”
before my name. I opened the screen door. She didn’t budge or cross
the road and mount the steps to my front porch.
“My name is Sissy Moon.” She flinched slightly when she saw
Pasquin rise from his rocker. He had removed his straw hat and held
it at his side. “I live over the briny water on Moon Island.”
“Yes,” said Pasquin. “Lordy! A name out of the past. Haven’t
been there in years. Used to be a dock there where we could load
barges.”
Sissy stared at the old man, refusing to say another word.
“This is Mr. Dorian Pasquin,” I said. “He lives about a half mile
that way.” I pointed to the path that led into the woods beside my
house. “Won’t you come in?”
“No ma’am,” she said and shook her head. “I been sent over
here to hire you out.”
Behind me, I heard Pasquin chuckle and mumble that maid
service must be hard to come by these days.
“Hire me out? For what?”
“My grandma says you got diving equipment and know how to
swim around lake bottoms. Is that true?”
“Yes, I do that for the sheriff when he needs me.”
“She’s not takened to the law. Just you.” Sissy began to rum
mage down the front of her shirt that had been tucked inside faded
jeans. “Grandma said I was to give you this if you come today.” She
lifted out a manila envelope.
“What is it?” I said and walked down the steps.
Sissy jerked the envelope behind her. “You can’t have it until
you agree.”
“To what?”
“Grandma said Grandpa went running to the lake and jumped
himself in and never come up again. She wants you to go down
there and find him and bring him back.”
From Moon Water Madness, © 2009 by Glynn Marsh Alam
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Glynn Marsh Alam

Diane A. S. Stuckart

Gold Medal, Popular Fiction

Silver Medal, Popular Fiction

Native Floridian Glynn Marsh Alam worked a year as
a decoder and translator for the National Security Agency
before becoming a mystery writer. She doesn’t spin tales
of espionage, however. Her mysteries
take place in the swampland of North
Florida—a setting that has intrigued her
since childhood.
“At night, you can’t see a thing, but
you can hear lots of weird animals, and
the wet-earth smell is always present,”
she says. “This has been mysterious to me
since I was a kid.”
Alam
Moon Water Madness treads among
cypress knees, sink holes, and snakes as it reveals murder and
dark secrets. The novel is the eighth in Alam’s Luanne Fogarty
series. Like her heroine, Alam is a linguist and has intimate
knowledge of the rivers, clear springs, and twisting underwater
caves characteristic of the Panhandle region. Alam also has
written a literary novel, River Whispers.
Alam, who taught writing and literature in Los Angeles
while earning a master’s degree in linguistics, now writes fulltime in Tallahassee.

A woman of many interests, Diane A.S. Stuckart
is a yoga teacher, founding member of the Gold Coast
Paranormal Society, and board member of the Mystery
Writers of America Florida Chapter.
She also gardens and has taken up belly dancing. She
admits to being bad at it, but notes on her website: “Who
can resist those great costumes!”
A native Texan, Stuckart recently
moved to South Florida, where she says
she is finding new sources of inspiration
among the alligators and palm trees.
Portrait of a Lady is the second of
Stuckart’s Leonardo Da Vinci mystery
series. The Renaissance thriller features
tarot cards as a theme. Earlier, Stuckart
Stuckart
wrote five historical romances under
the pen names Alexa Smart and Anna Gerard. She also has
written numerous works of short fiction and fantasy under
her own name.
With her husband, four dogs, and two cats, Stuckart
lives in Loxahatchee, where she has a day job as materials
supervisor for an electronics manufacturer.

After dark in my little piece of southeast Florida, the subtle abruptly transforms into sultry, morphs into mysterious. Since
sultry and mysterious are next to godliness in a writer’s heart, I cannot resist the call. The best nights to wander are those with
a crisp in the air, just enough to keep marauding mosquitoes at bay. (Unless one is attempting to emulate a character in a teen
vampire novel, one does not relish wandering the night after having been drained of a significant amount of blood.) And so,
while the dogs prowl our property’s four corners, I pry open my drooping eyelids to take in a sky untainted by city lights.
Diane A. S. Stuckart
Silver Medal, Popular Fiction
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The Styx
By Jonathon King

S

he took the news of it from the night air,
in the odor of hot pine sap bubbling as the trees
burst into flames and in the smell of dry plank wood
charring in fire. She stood on the back porch of the
luxurious Palm Beach Breakers overlooking the ocean and
turned her face to the north, and the scent on the breeze
furrowed her brow.
“What is it, Miss Ida?”
The young woman had picked up on the look in Ida’s
face. She was perceptive that way, unlike others of her kind. It
was why Ida liked the girl. But though she might be good at
detecting emotion in the careful faces of the hired help, the girl
did not have a nose for burning wood floating on salt air. The
old woman did not turn to the girl’s question and instead kept
her head high and her eyes focused on the treetops at the dark
northern horizon, searching for a flickering light. She drew in
another deep breath for confirmation and then began to move
off the painted steps of the hotel.
“Miss Ida?” the young woman said. Her long dress rustled
as she hurried down to catch up. “What is it?”
The old woman was still scanning the trees, her eyes
showing only a hint of anxiety, but the girl could see moisture
welling in them.
“I’m sorry, ma’am,” Ida May Fluery said without breaking
stride, “but I believe they are burning my home.”
The two women walked quickly down the broad
walk and around the northern side of the hotel: Ida May
Fluery, the head housekeeper at the Breakers, and Marjory
McAdams, daughter of a Florida East Coast Railway
executive. The one in the lead was a small black woman in a
dark work dress with a white apron to mark her employment.
Folds of her skirts were in her fists, and her hard leather shoes
were flashing across the crushed rock of the service road.
Struggling to keep up, Marjory McAdams was also in a dress,
but one of considerable fashion and not made for running.
Thom Martin, one of the Breakers’s bellmen, was smoking
under the hotel’s portico when he took note of them and
would have been quite willing to watch the younger woman’s
ankles as she hiked her dress to keep pace until he recognized
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who she was and the direction both were heading.
“Miss McAdams,” he called out as he ditched the
cigarette and hustled after them. “Uh, Miss McAdams,
ma’am?”
Neither of the women turned to him until he had run
to catch up and again called out Marjory’s name.
She finally spun on him and appeared surprised, but
turned instantly in control. “Mr. Martin. Fetch us a calash,
quickly, please. We need to take Mizz Fluery home.” She
kept moving with the older woman.
The bellman stopped
jogging but still had to lengthen
his walking stride to keep up
with them. He hesitated at the
request but had to consider
it, coming as it did from a
superior’s daughter.
“Uh, ma’am, there’s no
one down in the Styx tonight,
ma’am,” he said, trying to
be pleasant and deferential.
“They’re all across the lake at
the festival, ma’am. I, uh, could
get a driver to take you all over
the bridge to West Palm.”
The elderly woman had
yet to either acknowledge the
bellman or slow her stride. But
Marjory McAdams snapped
her green eyes on the man and
sharpened her voice:
“Either get us a calash, Mr.
Martin, or I shall fetch one and
drive it myself, and you know, sir, that I am quite capable.”
The bellman whispered “shit” as the women continued
on, and then he turned and ran back toward the hotel.
They were already onto the dirt road leading through
the pines and cabbage palms to the northern end of the
island when the thudding sound of horse hooves and the
rattle of harness caught up to them. Marjory had to take
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Miss Fluery by the elbow to pull her to the side as Mr.
Martin slowed and stopped next to them. Without a word
they both scrambled up into the calash before the bellman
had a chance to get out and help. As they settled in the
back, he turned in his seat:
“Miss McAdams, please ma’am. All of us was asked to
stay out of the Styx tonight. It might be best…”
“Mr. Martin, can you not smell that smoke in the air?”
Marjory said, meeting his eyes. Martin turned to look into
the darkness, even though the odor of burning timber was
now unmistakable.
“Yes, ma’am,” he answered, without turning back to
face them.
“Then go, sir.”
“Yes, ma’am,” he said, and snapped the reins.
The horse balked at the darkness with only the light
of a three-quarter moon to guide it, but it moved at the
driver’s urging. Miss Fluery kept her eyes high and forward
and could see the gobs of smoke that caught in the treetops
and hung there like dirty gauze. In less than another quarter
mile, she stood up with a grip on the driver’s seat, and
Marjory could see the new set of the woman’s jaw. She too
could see flickers of orange light coming through the trees
as if from behind the moving blades of a fan. Despite his
reluctance, Mr. Martin urged the horse to speed.
“It may only be a wildfire,” Marjory said carefully, but
the old woman did not turn to her voice of hope as they
pressed on.
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Minutes later the carriage slurred in the sandy roadway
when they rounded a final curve and came to a full stop at
the edge of the clearing. The horse reared up in its traces
and wrenched its head to the side as the heat of some two
dozen cones of fire met them like a wall, and the white,
three-quarter globe of the animal’s terrified eye mocked the
moon.
Marjory had been to the Styx before, having talked Miss
Fluery into letting her walk the distance to see some new baby
the housekeeper had described. Marjory knew she was defying
all social rules, but her inquisitiveness had long been a part
of her character. The Styx was the community where all the
Negro workers—housemaids, bellhops, gardeners, and kitchen
help—lived during the winter season, when the luxurious
Royal Poinciana and the Breakers were filled with moneyed
northerners escaping the cold.
Marjory had not been shocked by the simple structures
and lack of necessities in the Styx. She was not so naïve and
sheltered in her family’s mid-Manhattan enclave not to
have witnessed poverty in New York City. She had seen the
tenements of the Bowery and had secretly had her father’s
driver, Maurice, take her through the infamous intersection
of Five Points to witness the sordid and filth-ridden world
of the Lower East Side.
The Styx was, by comparison, quaint, she had
justified. The shacks of the workers were made of
discarded wood from the Poinciana’s construction and
slats from furniture crates and shipping cartons. Some
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were roofed in simple thatch made with indigenous
palm fronds, others in sturdier tin. Miss Fluery had
told her that two winters ago, one of Flagler’s railcars
had jumped the small-gauge tracks to Palm Beach
Island and collapsed into splinters as it rolled down the
embankment to the lake. Given permission, the black
workers had scavenged the debris, and the car’s tin roof
ended up covering six new homes in the Styx.
On this night the thatch roofs had become little
more than cinders floating up on hot currents into the air.
The tin ones were warped and crumpled by the heat like
soggy playing cards. As the women and driver watched,
the Boston House rooming home fell in on itself, sending
up a shower of glowing embers and a billow of dark
smoke.
Ida May had not loosened her grip on the driver’s
iron seat handle and had not turned her face away even as
the heat scorched her old cheeks. Marjory put her hand on
the woman’s arm.
“Mr. Martin said everyone has gone across the lake
to the fair, Miss Ida. Surely no one was at home. Surely
they’re all safe.”
Fluery looked into the flames of her home, which had
stood at the prominent crown of the makeshift cul de sac,
and listened to the sound of clay bowls shattering in the
heat and ceramic keepsakes exploding into hot dust. She
did not acknowledge the girl’s words. Marjory was a young
white lady from the North. She could not discern the
smell of linen and Bible parchment burning any more than
she could recognize the odor of charred flesh. But Ida May
Fluery knew that smell. The news of death was already in
the air.
No, they surely are not all safe, Ida thought. And
just as surely, she thought, whoever it is, someone has
murdered them.
From The Styx, © 2009 by Jonathon King

Jonathon King
Bronze Medal, Popular Fiction

Jonathon King’s experience
as a newspaper reporter has
supplied material for most of
his novels. He covered dozens of
crime scenes, had a gun pressed
to his head while being mistaken
for a drug dealer, and watched an
extremely short cocaine dealer
lick barbecue sauce off his fingers KIng
while selling six kilos.
“I have basically cannibalized my past newswriting career to create the crime novels I now
write,” says King, who worked as a police and court
reporter for 24 years at the Sun Sentinel in Fort
Lauderdale.
But his latest book, The Styx, is a historical
novel about a black community called The Styx,
a ramshackle settlement that was home to the
workers who built and worked in an opulent hotel
on Palm Beach. According to legend, powerful
white people were behind the burning of these
black homes in the 1890s, but the truth is murky.
King lives in Boca Raton, where he writes
full-time.

There is a point on the Loxahatchee River in northern Palm Beach County, at the edge of the Everglades, when time disappears.
You ship your paddle and sit in a canoe in the silence of nature; aware only of the cluck of an egret, the burble of water moving
over a cypress stump, the kerplunk of a turtle slipping off into the stream off a downed limb. It is a glimpse of ancient Florida,
true Florida, rich and untouched Florida.
Jonathon King
Bronze Medal, Popular Fiction
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Nuclear Jellyfish
By Tim Dorsey

T

wo young men with shaved
heads couldn’t move. They lay crammed
in the trunk of a 1971 Javelin. [It] opened.
Serge stood backlit by an energy-saving
streetlight. The pair glanced up with puzzled faces.
“You’ll absolutely love it!” said Serge,
panning the camcorder from one
skinhead to the other. “I’m filming
the perfect ending to your
movie.”
“What are you
going to do with us?”
“First I’ll tape your
mouths, because I don’t like
interruptions when I’m teaching
class.”
On the side of the road, Coleman pushed himself up
from where he’d lost another dance with gravity. “Serge, what
gave you this idea?”
“Back when we were renting on Triggerfish Lane.” Serge
set the camcorder on the ground and tore off long stretches
of duct tape. “Had that embarrassing near-fatal accident in
the front yard performing my one-man interpretive dance
honoring those natives in National Geographic with the big
neck hoops.”
“That’s right. I saved your life with just seconds to go by
turning off the hose.”
“And don’t think I haven’t forgotten,” said Serge. “Sixty
more times and we’ll be even. After the blood returned to my
brain, I said to myself, I may have just tripped over a major
advancement in my chosen field. Let’s take it to the next level!
But until today I never had the right dick-wads.”
Serge finished with the tape, stood back up and smiled
proudly with arms outstretched in an encompassing gesture.
“Welcome to the First Coast! The chambers of commerce
named them all: Space Coast, Treasure Coast, Gold Coast,
Nature Coast, Emerald Coast. But you’re at the First! Florida
is a paradox that way, one of the youngest states, yet with
some of the oldest European settlements. And this particular
section of the northeast shore was home to a couple of the
earliest 16th-century Spanish and French fortifications. You
mentioned before your admirable devotion to pride, so I can
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tell by your buggy eyes that you’re
overwhelmed being bound and
gagged at a seminal site of Eurocentrism in the New World. I built
that into tonight’s program just for
you!...Coleman, give me a hand.”
Coleman grabbed a pair of wrists.
“What about the neighbors?”
“What neighbors?” said Serge, gripping ankles.
“It’s the only house at this end of the new development.
And there’s extra newspapers in the driveway, which
means they’re on vacation. That’s why I picked it.”
They hoisted the skinheads out of the trunk. Legs
tied tightly together with rope; more coils secured arms
against their sides. Serge pulled one by the feet and
dragged him across a lush lawn. “We’re heading down
to St. Augustine next. Well, you won’t. Sorry, those are the
rules. But get this: It’s St. Augustine grass I’m dragging you
over! What a coincidence! America’s oldest continuous
city and name of the grass. I’m getting dizzy. St. Augustine
is my favorite lawn, reeks of childhood. But it need lots
of watering, which means these homeowners
were more likely to have an automatic
sprinkler system that is essential for
converting my accidental discovery
a decade ago into practical,
everyday use. There’s the timer
on the side of the house. I reset
it to twenty minutes before
opening the trunk. And that’s
the pump and main PVC
line aesthetically hidden in
those bushes…Stay put. Just
be a sec…” He left them in the
middle of the yard and ran
back toward the car.
Coleman swayed with a beer
and smiled down at the captives.
“You guys really bald?”
Serge quickly returned from the Javelin,
got on his knees and began emptying shopping bags. “I
love Home Depot! Especially the locations open twenty-four
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hours, when I need them most…” He ambitiously went to
the task, starting at their toes and meticulously working
his way up with the recent purchases. “Don’t look so
bored. Almost done…”
Serge finally stood and pulled a small, threaded
adapter from his pocket. “Excuse me again…”
Another quick trip, this time to the sprinkler pump,
and he was back, gleefully clapping his hands. “The
show’s about to start!” He picked up the camcorder
and aimed it at the side of the house. “That PVC
junction has a tie-in for auxiliary manual-watering
flow, which I utilized with my adapter. More
specifically a Y-adapter. Splits into two
additional lines, one for each of you.
The adapter has a little plastic
lever on the front.

Right now it’s in the middle,
which means both your lines will get
water. But push the lever to either side, and
the ball valve in the adapter will cut flow to one
line and provides extra pressure to the other.”
They stared in confusion. So did Coleman.
“Still no idea?” said Serge. “One lives, one dies—you
make the call!” He panned the camcorder down to ashen
faces. “I should have my own reality show.”
“But Serge,” said Coleman. “How can a sprinkler
system kill?”
“Easier than you’d think.” Serge lowered his eyes
toward the contestants. “You’re a couple of worms, so
we’re going to have a worm race. If one of you can get to
the valve…”—he checked his watch—”…in the next five
minutes, and switch it with your nose, you live and your
pal dies. If both of you get there at the same time, I guess
you’ll be smashing your faces together in a desperate bid
for survival.” Serge zoomed in with the camcorder. “If
this doesn’t get a million hits on YouTube, we’re lost as a
people.”
The skinheads desperately thrashed across the grass,
but progress was less than modest.
“Forgot to mention,” Serge called after them. “You’re
on an advanced strain of St. Augustine called Floratam.
Fun fact: got its name when cross-bred in 1972 by a joint
research project from the University of Florida and Texas
A&M. Get it? Floratam. Genetically engineered it to
be extra chinch-bug resistant, in case you’re planning on
sodding anytime soon.”
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“Serge,” said Coleman. “I don’t think they care about
chinch bugs.”
“They should. Fuck up your yard something fierce.”
“I doubt they’re going to make it to the lever.”
“Oh, they’ll make it to the lever all right,” said Serge.
“Just won’t do them any good.”
“Why not?”
“I removed the ball valve from the adapter. No way
to cut the flow.”
From Nuclear Jellyfish, © 2009 by Tim Dorsey

My favorite place in the state is the
Dry Tortugas—unspoiled natural
beauty and makes me feel like I’m in
19th-century Florida.
Tim Dorsey
Bronze Medal, Popular Fiction

Tim Dorsey
Bronze Medal, Popular Fiction

Tim Dorsey worked 12 years as a
reporter and editor for the Tampa Tribune,
but he left the newspaper world after the
publication of his first novel in 1999. He
has published a new novel every year since.
All are rollicking page-turners of
the “bizarre Florida” genre, and all but
one feature Serge Storms, a charismatic
Dorsey
adventurer whose psychological disorders
help fuel his homicidal notions of vigilante justice.
In Nuclear Jellyfish, Storms goes on a hyper-blogging
journey down Florida’s East Coast with his sidekick, Coleman,
who is described on the book jacket as “perpetually hammered.”
Former Florida Gov. Claude Kirk appears in the story. In
real life, Kirk actually autographed the book with Dorsey at
a promotional event. The fictional Serge, incidentally, can be
found on Facebook and MySpace.
Dorsey, born in Indiana, grew up in Riviera Beach. The
Boston Red Sox fan lives with his family in Tampa.
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POPUL AR FICTION
Chris Kuzneski
Bronze Medal, Popular Fiction

Chris Kuzneski wrote his first book in the fourth grade.
The Monster Cookbook recorded the nutritional needs of
Kuzneski’s imaginary creatures. The school librarian was so
impressed that she had his book hardbound and placed on
the library shelves. She didn’t know it at the time, but she
launched a writing career.
As is often the case with writing careers, Kuzneski’s took
a circuitous route.
He went on to play football at the University of
Pittsburgh, work at newspapers, teach English, and coach
high school ball. Then he decided to follow his first love—
and has written five novels, including three international
bestsellers that have been translated into more than 20
languages.
His novels are thrillers often interwoven with discoveries
and mysteries that carry religious overtones. In The Lost
Throne, an elite group of warriors carrying ancient weapons
attacks a sacred brotherhood guarding a centuries-old secret.
Kuzneski lives in Tampa and is working on a sixth novel.

Kuzneski

During the cooler months—when the humidity level dips below
100 percent and the flocks of birdlike mosquitoes disappear
from the skies—there’s nothing better than putting the top
down and driving along the coast. The azure water, the sandy,
white beaches, and the old men in thongs are all memorable in
their own special way.
Chris Kuzneski
Bronze Medal, Popular Fiction

LIVE AT THE GARDENS
a Summer Music Series!
Bok Tower Gardens Visitor Center

Become a fan
and join the
conversation.

$20 General Public
Members receive 10% discount

Our goal at the Florida Humanities
Council is to bring Floridians together in
an exploration of our state’s culture and
heritage—the people, places, and ideas
that shape our state.
So many of us (70 percent of the
population) come from some place else
and don’t know about Florida’s past and
how it evolved into the diverse megastate
it is today—or how it could develop in the
future. So, let’s talk. We can learn from each
other—and have fun in the process.

Concert at 7:30 p.m.
Limited seating.
Pre-paid dinner at 6 p.m.
$16.50 Members / $18 Non-Members

JUNE 26 Porchdogs
Louisiana Cajun and Zydeco

JULY 24 Tammerlin
Folk music

AUGUST 21-22 The Repeatles
50s and 60s music

SEPTEMBER 18 Broadway & Jazz
Broadway tunes and American jazz

Purchase your tickets online at
facebook.com/floridahumanitiescouncil
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Visit us in person at:

THE LIBRARY OF FLORIDA HISTORY

435 Brevard Avenue, Cocoa Village, Florida 32922
(321) 690-1971 ext. 203
or SHOP ONLINE at
www.myfloridahistory.org
The place to purchase your favorite books from:
University Press of Florida
Pineapple Press
Florida Historical Society Press
Arcadia Publishing
The History Press.....and many more!
Find your favorite CDs and DVDs from:
The Florida Humanities Council
The Florida Historical Society.....and more!

T HE F LORIDA H ISTORICAL SOCIETY PRESS
www.myfloridahistory.org
email: fhspress@myfloridahistory.org
(321) 690-1971 ext.203

WE ARE PROUD TO OFFER OUR NEWEST RELEASES:

AS

A

MIZELL

FAMILY DESCENDANT WHO

MARRIED AND HAD CHILDREN WITH A

BAR-

BER, AUTHOR MARY IDA BASS BARBER
SHEARHART HAS A PERSONAL INTEREST IN THE
INFAMOUS BARBER-MIZELL FAMILY FEUD.
FLORIDA’S FRONTIER: THE WAY HIT WUZ IS
WRITTEN AS A COMPELLING, ACTION-FILLED
NOVEL SET BETWEEN 1841 AND 1870, BUT IS
FIRMLY BASED IN HISTORICAL FACT. THIS
BOOK JOINS PATRICK SMITH’S A LAND REMEMBERED AS A POPULAR AND INFORMATIVE

THIS WORK WAS CREATED UNDER THE WPA’S HISTORIC MERCHANT MARINE SURVEY, OR HAMMS, WHICH HAD FIELD OFFICES IN TAMPA, MIAMI, JACKSONVILLE,
PENSACOLA AND LATER KEY WEST. THIS REPRODUCTION OF SAWYER’S SKETCHBOOK,
EDITED AND WITH AN INTRODUCTION BY DAN L. SMITH, IS BOTH HISTORY AND ART,
DOCUMENTING WITH GREAT DETAIL FLORIDA’S MARITIME HERITAGE FROM CANOES,
TO SLOOPS, TO PADDLE WHEEL BOATS, TO SCHOONERS, TO TUGBOATS, AND MANY
MORE THROUGH DRAWINGS AND TEXT.
11x17 SPIRALBOUND $29.95

STETSON KENNEDY COLLECTED FOLKLORE AND
ORAL HISTORIES THROUGHOUT FLORIDA FOR
THE WPA BETWEEN 1937 AND 1942. THE
RESULT WAS THIS CLASSIC FLORIDA BOOK,
BACK IN PRINT FOR THE FIRST TIME IN TWENTY
YEARS WITH AN

UPDATE AND

BEFORE PUBLISHED WITH THIS WORK.

LOMAX

SAID,

“I

ALAN

DOUBT VERY MUCH THAT A

BETTER BOOK ABOUT

FLORIDA

FOLKLIFE WILL

EVER BE WRITTEN.”

“MUST READ” FLORIDA NOVEL.
PAPERBACK $19.95
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AFTERWORD

DOZENS OF HISTORIC PHOTOGRAPHS NEVER

PAPERBACK $24.95
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S PA N I S H L A N G UA G E

Juan Cueto-Roig

José Alvarez

Gold Medal, Spanish Language

Silver Medal, Spanish Language

Born in Cuba in 1936, Juan Cueto-Roig began
his writing career after working in a bank and as an
administrator in a medical office in California. He has
published seven books in the past 13 years. Veintiún cuentos
concisos is a collection of 21 short-short stories full of irony
and humor.
Cueto-Roig’s parents died when he was a child, forcing
him to live in an orphanage in Cuba. Later he was sent to
a seminary in Mexico. But he climbed
a fence, ran away, and took a taxi to a
hotel in Mexico where relatives were
on a honeymoon. He returned to Cuba
with them.
“I’ve always been intrigued by
death. Maybe because it affected me
very early, and, as nothing can be against
that so-common and inevitable end, it is
Cueto-Roig
best to make fun of it,” Cueto-Roig told
an interviewer who had asked about the dark mood of some
his writing.
The Miami resident is a baseball fan and enjoys seeing
Florida Marlins games.

José Alvarez is the silver medal winner in the Spanish
Language category for the second consecutive year, and again
his subject is the Cuban revolution.
Fran Pais y la revolución is a factual
account of a young Cuban man and
his transformation from student to
revolutionary leader. Police killed Pais on
the streets of Santiago de Cuba in July
1957, when he was 22 years old.
Alvarez, born in Antilla, Cuba, has
spent more than two decades researching
Alvarez
the revolution. He was part of Fidel
Castro’s 26th of July Movement from its
beginnings in 1955 to its dissolution in 1960. At the end of
1961, he broke with the Castro regime, but could not leave for
the United States until 1969.
Alvarez attended law school in Cuba before earning
bachelor’s, master’s, and doctoral degrees from the University
of Florida, where he remained on the university’s faculty until
retiring in 2004.
The English version of his first book about the revolution,
Deconstructing Castro’s Mythology, is due out this year.
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Recognizing Award-Winning Florida Authors
Learn more about their work at the websites below.

BRONZE

BRONZE

The Styx

Nuclear
Jellyfish

Medal Winner
Popular Fiction

by Jonathon King

website www.jonathonking.com

GOLD

Medal Winner
Popular Fiction

Medal Winner
Poetry

Shannon
by Campbell
McGrath

by Tim Dorsey

website www.TimDorsey.com

BRONZE

website

www.harpercollins.com

GOLD

Medal Winner
Poetry

Medal Winner
Florida Nonfiction

The
Neighborhoods
of My Past
Sorrow

An Everglades
Providence

SILVER

Medal Winner
General Fiction

Bridge of Sand
by Janet Burroway

Marjory Stoneman
Douglas and
the American
Environmental
Century

by Jesse Millner

by Jack E. Davis
800-266-5842

website www.kitsunebooks.com

website www.ugapress.org

BRONZE

BRONZE
Medal Winner
General Fiction

Medal Winner
Children’s Literature

The Last War

Good Things
I Wish You

Secret of the
Night Ponies

Medal Winner
General Fiction

by Ana
Menendez

website www.harpercollins.com

F L A H U M . O R G

website www.janetburroway.com

GOLD

by A. Manette
Ansay

website www.harpercollins.com

ADVERTISEMENT

F L O R I D A

by Joan Hiatt
Harlow

website KIDS.SimonandSchuster.com
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YOUNG ADULT/CHILDREN’S LITERATURE

Alex Sanchez

Rick Yancey

Joan Hiatt Harlow

Gold Medal, Young Adult Literature

Silver Medal, Young Adult Literature

Gold Medal, Children’s Literature

After a Phi Beta Kappa college
career, Alex Sanchez headed for
Hollywood, Calif., to try to break
into the film industry. He worked as
a theater usher, movie projectionist,
agent trainee, TV production assistant,
and studio tour guide before changing
direction and becoming a youth
counselor and probation officer—and
a writer.
In Bait, his protagonist must
deal with years of past sexual abuse.
He opens up
to a probation
officer after he
gets in trouble for
punching a gay
classmate.
Sanchez says
he writes a book
about every year.
Sanchez
When not writing,
he tours the country talking with teens,
librarians, and educators about the
importance of teaching tolerance and
self-acceptance.
Originally from Mexico, Sanchez
divides his time between Thailand and
Hollywood, Fla.

Rick Yancey wanted to be a writer,
but wound up teaching and dabbling
in the theater
before taking a job
with the Internal
Revenue Service.
He left the
IRS upon the
publication of his
memoir, Confessions
of a Tax Collector,
Yancey
which the Wall
Street Journal named as one of the best
books about taxes ever written.
“I am not a tax man who turned to
writing,” Yancey says. “I am a writer who
became a tax man to pay the bills!”
He has since published nine
novels for adults and young adults.
The Monstrumologist is a gothic story
about the kind of monsters that actually
intend to harm people in serious ways.
“I…thought maybe the time had
come to tell a monster story in which
the monsters were not hunky bad boys
in search of true love but rather the
good ol’ fashioned kind that simply
want to eat you,” Yancey says.
Yancey lives in Gainesville with his
wife, Sandy, and two sons.

Joan Hiatt Harlow’s work reflects her
background; it offers both a mood of the
northeastern seashore and the mystique of
a Florida swamp.
Harlow’s mother was born in
Newfoundland, where Secret of the Night
Ponies is set. A shipwreck, a child in
distress, and the rescue of endangered
ponies provide the action. Harlow also has
written books featuring a Florida panther,
a deadly storm, and
strange creatures on a
mysterious key.
It was at the age
of 4, when she learned
to read, that Harlow
decided to be a writer.
“My grandmother gave
me books that were
Harlow
classics and explained
the ‘unexpected endings’ in books by O.
Henry,” she says on her website.
“I also loved mythology, fairy tales,
folk tales, Nancy Drew, Judy Bolton, my
mother’s books of the month (which I
opened and read before she did!), and
encyclopedias, dictionaries, thesauruses. I
loved words—and still do!”
The Massachusetts native lives in
Venice, Fla.

South Beach, along Ocean Drive, in Miami Beach…Roller-skaters whiz past, tracing figure eights. Chiseled models have photos taken
amid a backdrop of dunes. At twilight, returning to surf ’s edge to watch the sky flame into a riotous sunset of turquoise, pink, and
green. And in the evening, strolling past the clubs of yesteryear’s deco hotels, accompanied by a soundtrack that changes with each
footstep from salsa to jazz, to house, to rock, to laughter.
Alex Sanchez
Gold Medal, Young Adult Literature

Celebrating our Growing Support
FHC thanks the following members and donors for their generous support given between November 1, 2009 and April 30, 2010.
Corporate & Foundation Donors
$9,000–$10,000
The Rice Family Foundation—PrimeTime
Seminole Tribe of Florida—Teachers Center
$1,000–$2,000
Polk Education Foundation—Teachers Center
Publix Supermarkets Charities Inc—PrimeTime
In-Kind
Henry B. Plant Museum—Teachers Center
Museum of Fine Arts—Teachers Center
Corporate Matching Gifts
Bank of America Foundation
Helios Education Foundation
Memberships & Individual Donors
$1,000–$3,000
Stacy Carlson
The Community Foundation of
Sarasota County, Inc. from the Lobo Family 		
Donor Advised Fund
Jay Hess
Margo Stringfield
$300–$600
Frank Billingsley
Rachel Blechman
Frank and Roberta Helsom
Mary Anne Hodel
Deborah Kynes
Allen and Delores Lastinger
Norma Martin Goonen
Gary and Lynne Mormino
Meredith Morris-Babb
Steve Seibert
$125–$250
Kay Aiken
Russell and Jaye Baillie
Fletcher and Nancy Baldwin
Charles Balkcom and Robert Zeller
Peter Belmont
Terry Bettendorf
Nancy and Ken Buchanan
Ian and Linda Caddie
Joan Carver
Clewiston Museum
Lois Cowles Harrison
John and Susan Dunn
Carol Farver
Friends of the Bruton Memorial Library
Timothy Glover
Patricia Gorman
William and Inez Hall
Barbara Hall Scott
Bob and Linda Hawkins
Lee Hinkle
Lani and Sonny Holtzman
Linda and Jack Kendall
Anne and John Kimmey
Leesburg Public Library
Bill McBride
Samuel Morrison
Allison Nist
Clark and Nancy Parks
Darryl Paulson
Peter and Yvonne Pav
Kathy Piatt Coleman and
Michael Coleman
Kerri Post
Christina Purinton
Kathleen Raykowski
William and Audrey Ring
E.J. Robinson
Luther L. Rozar Jr.
Joe Rubinfine
Minter and Jeffrey Schenck
David and Winifred Schmeling
Alex Sink
Karen Estella Smith
Emerson Thompson
W. C. Tunno
$75–$100
Karen and Fred Amundrud
Apopka Historical Society, Inc.
Lois Bailey
Donald Ball
Jeff and Carlota Barwick
Robert Batey
Richard and Joyce Bizot
Carolyn Bratt and Susan Scollay
Susan Bromwell
Calhoun County Public Library
Christine Carus
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Lloyd and Louise Chapin
Don and Joanne Chase
Gail Childs
John Cone III
Patricia and William Cox
Thomas and Joyce Curtis
Corbett Davis Sr.
Jan DeCosmo
Alicemarie Donohue
East Hillsborough Historical Society
Elinor Elfner
Sue Emerson
William and Jane Emerson
Fernandina Beach Branch Library
Franklin T. DeGroodt Public Library
Friends of the Deltona Library
Friends of the Flagler County Library
Friends of the Seminole Library
Danny Fullwood
Angus and Wylene Graham
George and Virginia Green
Bill and Judy Guyn
Betsy Hawkins
Lee Hayden and Eleanor Fails-Hayden
Highlands County School District
Lynn Hippensteel
Bruce and Judy Hippensteel
Historic Bok Sanctuary
Vada Horner
Jack Hunter
Jacksonville Historical Society
Willie Joyner
Marshall Kelley
Rodney Kite-Powell
Morris and Meredeth Legg
Jack Levine
Gary Libby
Lightner Museum
Loxahatchee River Historical Society
Daryl and Yvonne Magnuson
Charles Mahan and Delores Jeffers
Elizabeth Mann
Hugh Martin
Gwen McLin
Melrose Library Association
Sandra Menge
Douglas Mills
Doug and Nora Milne
Brian and Agnes Morrissey
Matina Nimphie
Orange County Regional History Center
Palm Bay Public Library
Jean Parrish
Bryan Paul
Michael Pender Jr.
Penney Retirement Community
Charles Piatt
Ponce De Leon Inlet Lighthouse
Ann Prochaska
Christina Purinton
Robert M. Levy & Associates
Eunice and Lemroy Saunders
James Schnur
Kathleen Slebodnik
Voncile Smith
Lissi Spencer
Cyrus and Joanne Spurlino
Fred and Jayne Standley
Mary and Carl Townsend
UCF Center for Humanities &
Digital Research
Ellen Vinson
Howard Wade
Daryl Wells
Westminster Towers
Judith Whitbeck
Paul and Dorothy Wittenberg
$50
Frances Stanlee Aaron
Silvana Acebal
Louis and Mary Adcock
Lorna Ahrens
Geoffrey Aladro
Susan Alamillo
Patricia Alchediak
Mark and Rita Allen
Wanda Alvarado
Xose Alvrino
Amos P. Godby High School
Archaeological and Historical
Conservancy, Inc.
Martha Ardren
Cherie Arnette
Deborah Bahu
Betty Bailey and Jean Fay
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Janis Bailey
Michael and Carol Balbes
Nadeen and Rick Barnett
Eunice and Jim Baros
Patricia Bartell
Will Bazemore
Carleen Beard
Theonie Beasley
Kathleen Bell
Charles and Ann Belmont
Janina Birtolo
William Bosworth
Timothy Boulay
Susan Boyd
Jane Bradford
Martha Bradshaw
Teneil Brinkman
Erik Brogren
Virginia Gay Broome
Louise and Myron Brown
Mary Brown
R. Ellen Brown
James Bruen
Terry Bryan
Jane and Denny Buch
Bruce Bunch
Laura Burke
Cindy Busbee
Madge Cain
Bettye and Bill Carpenter
Peter and Marilyn Cass
Jennifer Castro
Dan and Barbara Center
William Center
Joan Chase
Chipola College
Allison Cline
Jennifer Coffey
Christine and Timothy Collins
Rex and Peggy Conner
Susan Cortright
Paul Corzatt
Crealde School Of Art
Jim and Laura Crooks
Jill Cross
Cecilia Crowe
Sylvan Davis
Sonia del Valle
J. Denis and Catherine Dempsey
Jeannette Dennis
Edward Dietirch
Jennifer Dilmore
Walter Dinkla
Lili DiStefano
Sharon Doerr
Lula Dovi
Raymond Eberling
Kelly Ellis
Gerard and Antoinette Emch
Katherine Ewel
William Fackler
Jane Faysash
Cyndi Fields
Nancy Fisk
Barbara Fitos
Flagler College
Valerie and Judi Flanigan
Warner and Johanne Fleming
Dorothy Fletcher
Robert Flick
Florida Black Historical
Research Project Inc.
Marie Ford
Steffany Forr
Carolyn Frances
Harlan and Janey Franklin
Friends of the Lakeland Library
Kathy Futch
Michele Futch
Lauri Gadowry
Susan Galvin
Michael and Nancy Galyean
Shirley and Roger Gamble
Bonda Garrison
Mark Gasvoda
Bill Gauldin
Julie Giordano
Sarah Gomilla
Elsbeth Gordon
Theresa Graves
Greater Naples, Marco Island &
The Everglades CVB
Vickie and Harold Greenlee
Paula Gullo and Ellen Rich
William Hall
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Lucy Hallis
Elena Hamilton
Shannon Hamlett
Virginia Hancock
Joyce and Malcolm Hanson
Karen Hardin
Ruth Hardin
Chris Harper
John Harrison
Todd Hatstat
Dorothy Hegarty
Linda Heinscher
Carolyn Hodge
Carol Hoffman
Paula Horvath-Neimeyer
Betty Howe
Carla Hunt
Helen Susanne Hunt
Roy Hunt
Indian River County Main Library
Antoinette Jackson
John Jacobs
Ruth Jacobs
Willie James
Richard Janaro
Charles and Gail Johns
Angela Johnson
Lila Johnson-Thomas
Janice Jones
Rebecca Jones
Esperanza Kane
Shawn Keenan
Linda and William Kenefick
Louise and Robert Kennedy
Mary and John Kennedy
Harry Kersey
Dabney Kline
Kathy Koenig
Judy Kopelow
Dorothy Korwek
Regina Kramel
Dan Krassner
Pamela Krauss
Irma Lucy Lancheros
Kristine Lay
Joanna Leathers
Joseph Lee
Rhonda Leslie
Elizabeth Lewis
Miriam Lewis
Terry Ann Linley
Robin Linsky
Stuart Lipman
Mary Catherine Loiselle
Mary Ellen Lowe
Jean Luoma
Cristine Lybbert
Billie Maciunas
Lisa Mackey
Catherine Maguire
Mary Maloney
Alice and Stewart Manthey
Charles and Florence Marquardt
Andrew Mason
Martha Matheson
Matheson Museum
Hank Mattson
Gary McCauley and
John McDonagh
Miriam and John McKinley
Joan McKniff
Jo-Ann McMillan
Chrissy McNally
Jay and Elizabeth Mechling
Miami Dade College - North Campus
Miami-Dade Main Public Library
Carrie Miles
Anne Miller
Lora Mills
Kelly Minor
Nancy Mitts and
Rick Mobley
Emily Monda Poe
Patricia Moran
Robert Moschini
Suzanne Murphy
Jennifer Myer
Robert and Margaret Nash
Susanne Nazian
Debra Neufeld
Fran Norcia
Karen Nordbeck
Leo Nussbaum
Valerie Oates
Marjorie Obando

Kathryn Oren
Howard and Carolyn Pardue
Joan Simpson Parks
Cash and Gwynn Pealer
Jane Perrin
Donna Piccillo
Margaret Post
Honorable Gregory Presnell
Scott Ralph
Pat Ramsey
Kathy Ray
Karen Regan
Barry and Jimmi Reichard
Carolina Reyes
Allison Richter
Tiffany Riner
Mary Risner
Patricia Roberts
JoAnne Roby
Roland Rodriguez
Brent Rohol
Melissa Roman
Shana Romano
Linda Rowe
Alesia Ruby
Mary Ann Salzer
Georgena Sanchez
Kate Schau
Debra Scott
Melba Seron
Madeline Serrano
Martha Shannon
Jillian Shorter
Audra Thompson Sieger
Ellen and Roy Simmons
Dale Singer
Peggy Sloan
Delmont and Jeannette Smith
Frederick Smith
Ann Sofia
Giselle Solomovitz
Jeannine Sparkes
Joyce Sparrow
Theresa Spinella
Marlene Springer
Stuart and Rita Stauss
Betty Stern
Maureen Sullivan-Hartung
Carol Sumner
Susan Taboada
Tale Tellers of Saint Augustine
Tallahassee Community College
Carl Eric Thomas
Carolyn Thompson
Sandra and Thomas Thurlow
CherylAnn Tish
Doris Tomala
USF - Nelson Poynter Library
Katia Valdeos
Dara Vance
Ana Villanueva
Volusia County Library Center at
City Island
Douglas Walker
Vera Walker
Rose and James Wallace
Warm Mineral Springs/Little Salt Spring
Laurel Waters
Priscilla Watkins
Gail Wekenmann
Donna Whelchel
Richard and Lillian Wilder
Jenny Williams-Cohen
Carol Willis
Alvany Wilson
Sidney Wilson
Deborah Wood
Linda Woodcock
Betty Workman
E. Lynne Wright
Kathryn Yttri
Karen Yudiski
Ruth Zandanel
Clare Zelenski
FHC would also like to recognize the contributions
of our numerous donors who gave $49 or less as
well as the generous in-kind support of our board
members and other friends of FHC.
We have attempted to ensure the accuracy of this
report, which includes all gifts of $50 or more. If
we have misrepresented or omitted a contribution,
please contact our office at (727)873-2001 or via
email at cguidry@flahum.org.

New and Notable

Guy LaBree

Tales from
the 5th Street Gym

Barefoot Artist
of the Florida Seminoles

Ali, the Dundees,
and Miami’s Golden Age of Boxing

Carol Mahler
“Guy LaBree is a self-made Florida
artist. His love and enthusiasm for
Florida, the Seminole Indians who
have been his friends since youth, and
wildlife have enabled him to create
masterpieces.”—Patsy West, author
of The Enduring Seminoles
42 color paintings | Hardcover $34.95

Ferdie Pacheco
“On these pages, you are standing
alongside the great characters of the
sport. You can feel the rhythm of the
gym, smell the sweat, and hear the
pounding of the heavy bags. What a
ride.”—Robert Cassidy, Newsday

Encounters with Florida’s
Endangered Wildlife
Doug Alderson
“Speaks to anyone who has taken the
time to actually observe wildlife in its
natural setting.”—Jay Liles, Florida
Wildlife Federation
50 b/w photos | Hardcover $24.95

Manatee Insanity
Inside the War over Florida’s Most
Famous Endangered Species
Craig Pittman
“With a cast of characters including
environmentalists and biologists, developers and boaters, lawyers and lobbyists, politicians and shady citizens,
Manatee Insanity is a colorful work of
non-fiction.”—Keith Rizzardi, South
Florida Water Management District
21 b/w illus. | Hardcover $27.50

87 b/w photos | Hardcover $27.50

Matanzas

Miami Architecture

The 57 Club

How Florida Happened

The Cuba Nobody Knows

My Four Decades in Florida Politics

Miguel A. Bretos

An AIA Guide Featuring Downtown,
the Beaches, and Coconut Grove

The Political Education
of Buddy MacKay

A guided tour of the captivating city
less than 100 miles from Florida

Allan T. Shulman, Randall C. Robinson
Jr., and James F. Donnelly

“A deep analytical and a warm personal
approach to the history of Bretos’s
place of birth. A funny, intelligent,
elaborate, and erudite work.”—Manuel
Barcia, author of Seeds of Insurrection
46 b/w photos | Hardcover $27.50

“An important and readable addition to
the bookshelf addressing the context
of contemporary Miami and Miami
Beach.”—Gregory W. Bush, coauthor
of Miami: An American Crossroad
300 b/w photos | Paperback $29.95

Frederick B. Karl
”Lays bare the turbulent era of Florida
politics in the ‘50s and ‘60s by telling
the unvarnished story of how a few
courageous men fought against segregationists and self-serving interests
and laid the foundation for government in the sunshine.”—Michael
Foerster, former Hillsborough County
director of communications
62 b/w photos | Hardcover $40.00

Buddy MacKay with Rick Edmonds
“In this exceptionally well-told memoir,
distinguished by clarity, poignancy,
and humor, Buddy MacKay illuminates much that was known and not
known about three decades of the
history to which he contributed.”
—Martin A. Dyckman, author of
Floridian of His Century
27 b/w photos | Hardcover $32.00
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APALACHICOLA
Gathering
October 29-31, 2010

Join us in historic Apalachicola on
Florida’s Forgotten Coast.

During our weekend together, we’ll browse the
picturesque streets and learn about the old port
town’s colorful history; visit the Thirteen Mile
Oyster Company, operated by the same family
for more than 70 years; hear how local residents
are preserving their traditions and small-town
atmosphere; learn about the estuary from
maritime scholars; sample luscious cuisine—
and much more. And come early for our
journey up the river!
You won’t forget your experience in this
Florida town, named one of America’s Dozen
Distinctive Destinations by the National Trust
for Historic Preservation.
For more details—and to register—
go to www.flahum.org

For a detailed agenda, please log-on to www.flahum.org and click on “Speakers and Programs.”

